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Author's Notes: 

The hterludes are a little set of four \'deleted scenes\' that take place between The folly of Wayward Saints 
and the beginning of the third installment of the Saints series. They chronicle some important moments that 
have Billie and Lars dealing separately with the other important people in their lives. There are two from each 


man and they are in chronological order. 
Interlude | is Billie\'s, and it is set the day after the end of 7FoWS. (Note: while the series is co-written with 
looking_spiffy, this Interlude was written by just me.) 


More Than Life 


The lack of small bodies barrelling at him when he let the screen door bang shut told Billie that his kids 
weren't home, and as much as he wanted to see them, he breathed a sigh of relief because he needed to talk 


to their mom about something that little ears didn't need to hear. 


‘Billie? Jesus, you're worse than the boys with that door." Adrienne poked her head into the hallway from the 
kitchen, a smile on her pretty face. "Who are down the street at Colleer's, by the way. She and Joey have a 


science project to do and Jake's tagging along like always. You want some coffee? | just made it.” 


"Yeah, that sounds great." He locked the door and simply left his bag in the hallway, in no rush to unpack it. He 
didn't need to go anywhere else for a while and that was a prospect that afforded him a deep pleasure of the 
soul-satisfying kind. This woman - this family - was his sanctuary. 


That didn't stop him from remembering that Lars drank his coffee practically white, or how Mike refused to 
desecrate the mouthfeel of coffee with cream and would only use skim milk if pushed, preferring it black. The 
idle associations brought him right back to the things he had to talk about, and how he had no fucking clue 


where to start. 


"Thanks, babe." Billie took a sip from the mug she handed him, savouring the hot sweetness, then placed it on 
the kitchen island counter and tugged his wife into his arms. He nuzzled her hair, inhaling the indefinable 


perfume of her skin. "Mmm. You smell good." 


"You smell like airplane," her muffled voice informed him with amusement. "Which ain't so great in and of itself, 


but it means you're home so | like it" 

He laughed and hugged her tighter. She sighed contentedly and shifted, her chin pressing briefly against his 
chest as she moved. Right over the gauze pad taped there and he hissed involuntarily at the spike of pain. The 
wound had begun to heal, but it was still very sensitive to pressure and he hadn't expected her to poke it. 


Adrienne pulled back in concern. "Did you hurt yourself? Let me see." 


Oh, God "lm fine, Adie. | can take care of myself" The edge of defensiveness in his voice had her stepping back 


from him, hands lodging on her hips as her eyes narrowed. 
"Billie Joe Armstrong. Shirt off. Now." 


Stomach turning somersaults in trepidation, his fingers fumbled obediently with his buttons until he slipped his 
arms out of the garment and let it fall to the floor, resisting the urge to either cross his arms over his 


chest or bow his head. Instead he stood with his hands at his sides, looking straight at her. 
Her eyes roamed over his torso, taking in the white square of gauze and the myriad other marks - a handful 
of mouth-shaped bruises, a couple showing darker spots where teeth had gripped skin. A purpling fingerprint 


smudge over one hip bore, clearly visible above his lowslung jeans. 


The cotton ball secured to his inner elbow with a band-aid was where her gaze finally landed as she spoke. 


"Mike didn't do this, did he?" 


Billie shook his head, admitting it aloud as well. "No." 


Such a weary, pained sigh that his brow furrowed in guilt upon hearing it. "I almost hope that you're going to 
tell me that you were shooting up." 


He flinched. Lars's flight home had been last night, and his own hadn't been until this afternoon. Billie had spent 
his last morning in LA. in an exclusive private medical clinic, one that catered to celebrities who paid for the 
privilege of total confidentiality and near-instant test results. A place he'd known about for a long time but had 


never expected to visit. He'd never slipped before. 
‘Im clean," he offered weakly. 


Adrienne slapped him. His head snapped to the side with the force of it, cheek blooming red with warmth in the 
outline of her fingers. A hint of self-disgust invaded his chaotic emotions when his cock twitched, but he 


ignored it all and took the slap without comment or deflection, knowing he'd more than earned it. 


‘lm very glad to hear it but that is not the point, Billie. | have ONE rule. One. Fucking. Rule. That is that you 
use a goddamned condom. What the fuck were you thinking? And what about Mike? Because unless something's 
changed, you two had decided-" 


“Something did change," he interrupted and she stopped, dark eyes burning as she waited impatiently for him to 
elaborate. "Mike and | are..we're not together anymore. Not that way." He couldn't bring himself to say that 
they'd broken up; it didn't adequately express the depth of the relationship they'd had to use the same words 
flung around by people who'd been dating for a few weeks or months. But he didn't know what else fit. 


Her face changed, emotions quicksilver like always. "Oh, Billie. Because of this?" She waved a hand at his marked 
skin. 


"Sort of. It was more of a catalyst, really, than a reason" He tilted his head at her nods, eyebrows raising as 
she picked her mug back up and sipped at her coffee, seemingly calm now. Okay. He wasn't about to look a gift 
horse in the mouth, or some such appalling cliché. Billie gulped down some of his own coffee, almost spitting it 


back out at her next words. 


"You don't love him anymore." Adrienne gave a sad laugh at his open shock. "I've seen it in you, baby, for a 
couple of years now. In him, too. After he recovered from the divorce, with that frantic round of dating and 
getting involved with Brittney, | think it started to occur to him that he needs more than you, without maybe 
realising why at the time. | mean he loves her, Billie, and while | don't think that ousted you from his heart or 
anything, | believe that he fell that hard for someone because you were already gone. Mike needs someone who 


needs him, and you don't. You haven't for a long time.” 


Billie found himself echoing her nods, head bobbing ever more vigorously as she spoke. Until she hit him with 


the next surprise. 


"It was him, wasn't it? The same guy as before." Adrienne moved closer, fingertips ghosting over the mark on 


his hip. "It's in almost the same place even" 


How could she remember that? Billie certainly didn’t. His memory supplied that Lars had bitten him and had 
pressed his thumb into the sore spot whilst fucking him senseless, but he had no idea of the exact location of 


the previous mark. 


Her hand traced the surgical tape on his pectoral muscle. "Another bite? A really bad one, I'm assuming.” Her 


gaze flickered to the small scar on his neck. "It'll scar worse than that." 


"I know." He cleared his throat, oddly affected by the light skim of her fingers. It felt as though she were 


inspecting him. He confirmed her other assumption. "Yes, it was the same person" 


She nodded, thoughtfully, then once again stepped back to lean against the nearby counter, mug lifting to her 
lips. Intense dark eyes fixed on him. “Explain” 


Billie stumbled through a bare bones exposition of the various events of two nights ago, beginning with his 
kissing rampage. He noticed about halfway through that she was hiding a smile behind her coffee mug, and 
while it puzzled him, he ploughed on. 


When he concluded his explanation with the information that his new lover had stayed the night and they'd 
been woken up by Tré, Adrienne put down her coffee and outright laughed. Billie just stared at her while she 


giggled. 


"Is this guy one of your starstruck young wannabe punks? Because that is the only way | can see this making 
any sense. | want to be angry with you, Billie, and | am still upset that you broke the rules - and we will 
discuss that, believe me - but what you've told me is so fucking ridiculous | can't help but laugh. Could you 
have possibly been any stupider? The level of idiocy boggles the mind, it really does. It's like everything that 
could have gone wrong did go wrong, and all because you were complete lunatics who just couldn't keep your 


hands off each other." 


She rubbed her forehead with a rueful smile as his face burned. "It reminds me of when | took you out for 
your twenty-first birthday, you remember that? You were so horny all night that we ended up having sex on 


the floor about five feet from the front door of my apartment and my roommate came home." 


Billie winced. "Yeah, now that you mention it. | don't have a very good track record, do |?" He remembered 
something else about that night, too. When they had recovered from the humiliation, they'd moved it to Adie's 
bedroom, and afterwards, when they were both sated and long dreadlocks were spread over his chest as she 
snuggled close, he had broached the subject of her maybe moving to California; moving in with him. More than 


a year before he'd finally given in to the need to have her forever and proposed. 


He could tell that the same things were playing out in his wife's mind as she beckoned him to her and greeted 
him with a kiss. He rested his forehead against hers and she sighed. 


"If you're going to try to have a relationship with him, Billie, | need to know who it is. Among other things. Are 
you going to be exclusive? Because if you're not, you need to use a fucking condom every single time. No more 
fuck-ups. You have just played your one and only ‘Get Out of Jail Free' card because you went and got tested 
right away and came clean about it" She rubbed at a bruise on his collarbone, eyes following her fingertip as it 
skated over the darkened flesh. "That honesty is the only reason this works for us, baby. | can give you your 
freedom but | need to know what you're doing with it and that it isn't something that's potentially harmful to 


me. To us." 


| love you so fucking much, Adrienne Armstrong," She squeaked as he crushed her close and Billie laughed, 


loosening his arms a little to let her breathe. "| don't know how I'd live without you." 


"Let's hope you never have to find out" She kissed his jaw then burrowed into his arms, her own tightening 
sharply on his waist. "Watching you and Mike was insanely hard, Billie. | could see you emotionally distancing 
yourself even as your relationship grew stronger, like this weird parallel thing, and it scared me because if you 
could fall out of love with him, you could stop loving me." Her voice had dwindled to a whisper, and he strained 


to hear the last part, gasping in protest when he understood what she'd said. 


"No." Billie tangled a hand in her dreads and tipped her head back, kissing her hard. "Don't ever think that, Adie. 
| love you and | need you every fucking day." His mouth returned to hers, desperate to show her that he 
meant it, clutching her closer until at last she broke away, both of them breathing heavily. 


Adrienne licked her lips, blinking, and a slow smile spread over her mouth. "I think | got the point. Any more 
pointed and you might have been caught in another compromising position" Her eyes danced with mirth and 


desire. 


"Can't have that," he agreed, face crinkling into an answering smile. He cupped her cheek. "About Mike. Tré said 
something very insightful, about how we maybe became friends only sometime along the way and just never 
noticed it. | can't say l'm glad that he saw me that way because | would never have wanted to hurt him like 
that, but | think we both needed something like that to make us see it had changed, you know? Something that 
blatant and irrevocable. | don't know, maybe we haven't been in love really for a long time but because we 


were best friends who were sleeping together, it got lumped in as being more." 


She turned her face into the caress, kissing the thumb he glided over her lips. "Maybe. | guess it doesn't really 
matter when it happened because it did, and you both know it and you've broken off that part of your 
relationship. And now there's someone else in the picture.” She looked directly at him. "You care about him, 


don't you? If itd just been sex, you wouldn't have been so asinine about it” 


"Thanks, | think" He scrunched his face. "| do, yeah. More than he does right now; possibly more than l'm 
admitting to myself. | don't have any idea how we're going to make it work yet. We haven't really talked about 
it, or much of anything else for that matter. There hasn't been time. Fuck, | don't even know exactly where he 


lives, just that its in the Bay Area All| have are some phone numbers and an email address." 


"He knows about me and the boys, right? He knows you're married” 


| made that clear right away, yeah. And | told him that you would need to know specifics about him if we got 
involved. Lars said he would handle it. | think it might be hard for him, Adie, because literally no one besides his 
former lover knew about his bisexuality before. So he might be kind of, | don't know, defensive or something. 
On top of his normal attitude." 


Her eyebrows raised sharply at that and Billie tried for a reassuring smile, not sure that he quite made it. 


"Lars? Lars Frederiksen? From Rancid?" 
"Um, no. No, not him. Lars Ulrich." 


Adrienne frowned. "Who?" 


Billie almost laughed. That was one response he hadn't expected. "Lars Ulrich. He's the drummer for Metallica” 


He watched her mull that over, knowing she had comected the dots when her eyes widened dramatically. 
"That little asshole? That Danish guy? The one who sued everybody. Him?" 

"He's my height, actually." Bille rubbed the back of his head. This was going swimmingly. "But yeah, that's him" 
"Oh my God, you can't be serious. He's such a jerk" she burst out 


Now he started to laugh, unable to help himself. "He can be," he admitted. "Like | said, he has an attitude. He 
likes to push people's buttons and doesn't always consider or care about the consequences, and he has strong 
convictions that he's not afraid to support very vocally regardless of anyone else's opinion. He can be really 
sweet too, though." 


"Sweet," she repeated disbelievingly. "l'm just going to have to take your word for it and remember that public 
appearances are very deceptive, because | can't see it. But then, | didn't watch that documentary either, 
because you..oh. That's why you didn't want to see it, isn't it? Because its supposed to be really emotionally 
raw and he's in it. ls his former partner in it, too? Was he a band member?" 


"Yeah, he was involved with James Hetfield, the frontman. They've been friends since they were teenagers. | 
don't know when things shifted into more between them, just that it was a long time ago and no one ever knew 
about it" Billie could still call up the too-clear image of ice blue eyes staring at him while long fingers pumped 
Lars's cock, the lack of emotion making the intense gaze that much more unnerving. He still didn't understand 
why James had taken ownership like that if he'd been planning to break it off with Lars all along - unless it 
was because he'd sensed that Lars needed it. Needed the release and had denied it to himself with Billie, but 
couldn't deny it to the man he'd loved for so long. 


He shrugged a little, shaking off the memory. It would be a sore point for a while but that was his own issue, 
his own insecurity to work through. He refocussed on his wife, realising that some of what he was thinking 


must have shown in his face going by her soft smile. Billie returned it, the corners of his mouth tipping up. 


She traced the outlines of the tattoos on his arm. "When did you realise that you're in love with him?" 


"| never said | was-" He stopped at the hand over his mouth, eyes like saucers at the introduction of a word 


he'd tried very hard not to even think about, already unsettled by the unexpected strength of his feelings. 


"Billie Joe. You spent one night with this man more than three years ago and the experience stuck with you so 
hard that you couldn't bring yourself to watch a fucking movie because he's in it. It had repercussions for our 
sex life, in a good way yes but that's still a lot of power for one night. Then when you finally do run into him 
again, you end up together." Adrienne moved her hand away, perhaps knowing that he was incapable of speech 
right now, perhaps just so she could wrap her arms around him and look up at him while she finished what 


she had to say. 


"You and | had a long distance relationship for years before we got married, and in some ways we still have a 
long distance relationship. | know better than anyone on the planet how you can carry a torch for someone 
when you're separated, and | am incredibly grateful that you do because that's a large part of what makes us 
work I'm able to do this, to spend huge amounts of time without you here, because | have absolute confidence 
in the way you feel about me and in your commitment to me. And for you to have had this guy - to have 
had Lars in the back of your head all this time means that you fell but good that first time. You are in love 
with him, baby." 


| can't be. l'm not ready for that. He's not ready for that," Billie whispered. 


She tightened her grasp on him in a soothing hug. "Doesn't matter. | was definitely not ready when | moved out 
here with you, or when we found out | was pregnant, but | sure as hell wouldn't change any of that now no 
matter how terrified | was at the time. It's not like you have to go singing it from the rooftops, or even tell 
him about it. Just be aware of how you feel. He'll come around. You're ridiculously easy to love." She lifted onto 
her toes, pressing a kiss to his stunned mouth. "Not always so easy to live with, but that's because you're an 


immature asshole." 


A small laugh bubbled out at the familiar, affectionate insult. "I think this is the most surreal conversation I've 
ever had. My wife is telling me that I'm in love with another man, while holding me and reassuring me that it's 
okay. You are..| don't even have words for what you bring to my life, Adie. How did | get so fucking lucky that 


you love me?" 


"You wrote me songs and gave me the world and loved me like no one else ever could,” she murmured and he 
had to kiss her again, and again, hands sliding to pull her tightly against him, her hips fitted to his, losing 
himself in her taste. 


"Oh, God, they're at it again. Jake, don't even come in the kitchen ‘less you wanna be grossed out” The 
disgusted voice of their pre-teen son broke them apart with embarrassed giggles. Billie stayed facing the other 
direction as Adrienne walked around him, trying to control how his heart was racing from the dual stimulation 


and not wanting his son to see him bruised like this when there was no chance that the marks had come from 


his mother. 


Finished with your project, | hope?" His wife shifted into Mom mode effortlessly behind him and Billie grinned, 


listening. 

"Yeah, it's done. I'm gonna be in my room. Make Dad put his shirt on, ‘kay?" 

"All right. I'll be up to see you in a minute." He could imagine her ruffling Joey's hair and the grimace he would 
make, thinking he was too old for that. A moment later his shirt was deposited on his shoulders and Billie 
slipped his arms into the fabric, buttoning it up as he turned to face Adrienne. 


"Oops," he smiled, and she laughed. 


"Its good for him to know we still want each other. He'll grow up knowing that getting married doesn't mean no 


more sex." 


"Fuck, | hope not" He made a grab for her and she evaded him, laughing again as she picked up the phone. He 
watched in puzzlement that slowly faded into wicked glee. 


"Hi, Ollie. Are you busy tonight? ... Yeah, Billie Joe's home after a couple of days away and we'd kind of like the 
night to ourselves. ... I'll pick the boys up in the morning to take them to school at the usual time. .. | thought 
you didn't want to know those kinds of things about your sonl ... [laughter] ... lll make him call you tomorrow, 
sure thing. Thanks a million for doing this for us." 


He caught her around the waist as she hung up. "What you got in mind, pretty lady?" 
She arched an eyebrow at him and he coughed in surprise when she cupped his groin. "Lift your shirt." 


Confused, he pulled it up and Adrienne fitted her thumb to one of the darkest spots, pressing on it hard. They 
both felt his half-hard cock jump in her hand. 


"That's what | thought. You go down for him, don't you? | don't mean sucking dick, that's a given. | mean you 
don't just bend over like you did for Mike. You give over. Like you do for me when! want you to." 


"Yeah," he confessed huskily, drawn to the glittering heat in her eyes. 


She pressed on another bruise, seeming intent on working him up. Her gaze swept over the bared part of his 

chest, the bottom corner of the gauze pad visible from beneath the fabric. "I can't bite you that hard. | worry 
too much about it hurting, and | do not like the taste of blood But damn if | don't like the way it looks on you." 
Another bruise, more pressure. Her other hand lightly stroked him fully erect. "Oh, yes, | do like you this way." 


His mouth opened readily for her kiss, whimpering when she gave him a hard squeeze and withdrew with a 


smirk. "lm going to take the boys to your mom's. You go shower and think about what colour nail polish you 


should put on me." 


Billie looked at her with raised eyebrows. "Tell them I'll take them to school tomorrow, and pick them up, too." 
He wanted to spend time with his sons as well, but sometimes his marriage needed to take priority. That 
balance was what allowed them to work all this out. 


Her smile softened into luminous beauty. "I will. | love you. Now go do what | told you." She gave his ass a 
smack and strolled out of the kitchen, still smiling. 


He watched her go, still somewhat bewildered by her reactions but profoundly grateful that she had 
understood, more even than he'd thought she would. And if Adie liked the way Lars bruised him, so much the 
better because he didn't think the drummer would have stopped - nor did Billie want him to. He wondered if 
she realised that every time she did something like this, that amazed and humbled him to such an incredible 
degree, that she owned him just a little bit more. 


As he stepped into the shower, Billie smiled to himself, thinking that she undoubtedly did know and it probably 
factored into her decision-making process. However it was that it worked, it did work, and so did they, and he 
offered a prayer to the universe that it would always be this way. Then he moved on to making his own 
prescribed decision, anticipating the strong scent of the polish and the sheen of bare limbs extended into his 
hands, and later, those same limbs wrapped around him in ecstasy. His fading bruises on Billie's chest, her 


fresh scratches on his back. The mental juxtaposition made him shiver under the hot water and he chose. 


Deep red was always appropriate. 


